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either a direct swap or a claim on the other fellow in the
future.'
'And suppose I asked for her several days running?5
'That wouldn't upset him. He might say to you, "Tomorrow:
I want her myself tonight." But the chances are that you could
have her. And her husband and the rest would sit round in the
igloo, laughing and chatting about you. The husband would be
congratulated upon having made a rich friend. Probably he
would let the others talk on while he dreamt of the things he'd
get out of you.
'As a matter of fact/ Paddy went on, 'I've known Eskimo
women to come and ask to sleep with white men off their own
bat. There were three of us at the Post one night, a trapper
called Dave, a Major who had stopped there on an inspection
tour, and me. We were all abed in the same room, towards
midnight, the Major and I reading by candlelight and Dave
dozing off in his corner, when suddenly the door opened and a
woman came in. She and her husband were, working for me
round the Post. She shut the door, squatted down, and just sat.
Nobody said anything for a while, and I was wondering vaguely
what she was up to, when Dave, who had been woken out of
his doze, said rather peevishly, "Ask her what the devil she
wants!" I was the only one who could make himself under-
stood, so I said, €CWhat do you want?" She pointed to Dave in
his corner, and said, "This one."
'Dave's father was a Scotch dominie and he didn't go in much
for that kind of thing. When I explained, he yelled, "Tell her
to get out of here! I shan't have anything to do with the slut!"
and he got up, grabbed a tin of tobacco, handed it to her,
sHoved her out of the door, and went back to bed muttering I
don't know what.
"The Major and I jollied him about his sex appeal, asked him
what his secret was, and that was all there was to that.
'Next night, at about the same hour, the door opened again,
the woman came in, and again she just squatted down and
stared. This time it was me she was after. I let her know

